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then cordially saluting each other they parted and went their
different ways.
It was somewhere after ten o'clock when the Duke reached
the Inn at Waterloo, and flung himself from off the back
of that redoubtable animal Copenhagen, who had carried his
master all day through the battle and like his master had
come out unscathed.
The little inn to which the Duke returned was a house
of sadness, filled with the wounded and dying; amongst
their number Sir Alexander Gordon, that faithful aide-de-
camp and friend, who had been brought in from the battlefield
only to die.
The Duke's dinner was waiting for him at the inn, prepared
with the customary care by his imperturbable French cook,
who had refused to allow a battle to affect his culinary art
and resisted all entreaties and endeavours to move him to
the rear. The Duke had ordered dinner and the Duke
would return to eat it.
And he did eat it, though more as a mechanical reaction
to his physical needs than from any personal enjoyment, for
his thoughts were hovering round those dreadful empty
places at his table, and his eyes were fixed with painful anxiety
upon the door, which every time it opened to admit a familiar
figure drew from him a sigh of relief and a fervent, " Thank
God I have seen him."
Then when he had finished eating, " he held up both hands
in an imploring attitude ", saying " * The hand of Almighty
God has been upon me this day', jumped up, went to his
couch and was asleep in a moment".1
He was called shortly after three o'clock on the following
morning by Dr. Hume who came with the news of Gordon's
death and other casualties. The Duke was instantly wide
awake,
He had, as usual [says Hume], taken off all his clothes, but had not
1 Sir Harry Smith, Vol. /, />. 291.
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